Spectre   of   Albion!    \Ynrlike

Fiend!
In clouds  of   blood   and ruin

rolled,

I here reclaim thec as my own,
My selfhood!   Satan !   Armed in

gold,

BLAKE

"IN CLOUDS OF BLOOD AND RUIN ROLLED"
TO generations of Europeans, India was an El Dorado, a land over-
flowing with milk and honey, and for centuries they dreamt and
laboured, in order first to find the easiest and quickest route to
the country and then to exploit its fabled treasures. And so they
came in shoals, one race after another, Portuguese, Spaniards, Dutch,
French and British, till by the middle of the eighteenth century the
handwriting was fairly on the wall, and those who ran could see that
fortune's crown was going to be worn by the last-named. Whatever
hopes or misgivings remained were dispelled definitelv in 1803, when
the defeat of the Marathas left the British, as a matter of fact as much
as of potentiality, the supreme power in India.
The acquisition of the "brightest jewel" in Britain's imperial
diadem was not, however, the result of brilliant military and political
operations. India on the eve of the British conquest was in an even
more divided and dispirited state than was England on the eve of the
Norman conquest A country divided not only between pathetic
potentates, Muhammadan and Hindu, but between tribe and tribe,
between caste and caste, India was, as it were, the historically pre-
determined prey to subjugation. Britain chanced to be in the most
promising position for profiting out of it all, and by a sequence of
seamy proceedings, spread her tentacles successfully over the length
and breadth of an unhappy country.
There was a worm in the staff of Indian social organisation which
put the seal on India's decline and fall. None can cavil at Indians
boasting of their country's achievement in ages long past and seeking
thereby to sustain their pride and self-respect* And achievement
there had been in remarkable measure, as we have seen in $ hwried